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It's new year's eve. 


"Should auld acquaintance be forgot-" Steven bounds about, swinging his Tennessee honey, yelling at the top of 
his lungs, gathering everyone for a band meeting. He offers you some as he continues singing, you decline, 


whiskey is not, nor has it ever been, kind to you. 


"-and never brought to mind!" Duff chimes in, strutting out of the bathroom, zipping up his fly. He steps over 
you - you're sprawled in front of the couch, spindly legs blocking the way - and takes Steven's jack from him, 
swigging it. 


“Should auld acquaintance be forgot-" they shout together, Slash joining in from the kitchen, and Steven points 
his finger at you and commands that you fake it away, /zz! 


Two pairs of eyes look drunkenly, expectantly at you, and another joins them from the kitchen doorframe. You 


blink. Duff waves the whiskey bottle in your face and you frown, snatching it. 
"For the sake of auld lang syne," you say sourly and unenthusiastic, before unscrewing the bottle and taking a 
sip. You're met with a chorus of boos, a cushion, a pack of cigarettes and a boot. 


You can't help but smile. 


"Where's the ayatollah?" Slash calls, stepping into the room with a bowl of chips. He makes quite the little 


housewife. Duff and Steven attack it before he even places it down 
"Showering," Duff informs between chews, "I think he's pissed off with me." 
"What have you done?" You look over at him. He shrugs. 


"I had to piss," he defends himself, "it had to be done. Not my fault. You know that fucker don't use the 


shower curtain?" 

“Surprised the fucker uses the shower," Slash comments, to which you all laugh. 

Its rare that the five of you stay in for an occasion. You don't actually know why; you know it has something 
to do with Axl and how he's got some freaks after him so it's best if we don't show our faces but even still, 


that doesn't mean you all should have to stay in. It's his own fuckin’ fault. Dumb fuckin’ ass. 


"Listen," Steven begins, sitting down across from you cross legged. You strum your guitar. "I know this isn't 


ideal, but | want you guys to know that | really enjoy spending time with you like this." 

You smile at him, while Duff and Slash boo him, aiming chips at his head. 

‘Fuck youl" Steven taunts them back. 

The door opens and Axl steps out in a pair of jeans and nothing else, almost tripping over your legs. He looks 
down at you and frowns, before stepping over. He rubs his damp hair with a hand towel that was once white 


and is now vaguely greying. 


He remains quiet, while the others throw insults back and forth. You strum your guitar and pick at the strings 


absentmi ndedly. 


Axl dives in for a chip and a swig of whiskey. "Where's the rest of the booze?" he asks, gruffly. He avoids 
Duff's eye contact. You bite back a laugh. 


"In the kitchen, fucker, | still got fuckin'.chips and shit to bring out" Slash swats him away before growing 
bored of Duff and Steven and marching back into the kitchen. Yeah, he's a real Betty Crocker. 


Tonight, because Axl's under house arrest, you're playing drinking games to ring in the new year. 


Axl slaps his happy ass down in between you and Steven, so you're making a triangular sort of shape. He drinks 
a bit more whiskey. 


"Fuck is this? Honey?" He asks. Steven nods. 

"Cost me a fuckin’ arm and a leg too so don't drink all of it," Steven warns lightly. 

"Ax, come fuckin help me carry some shit,” Slash whines from the kitchen, and Axl doesn't even have time to 
turn around and complain before Duff peels himself from the floor and springs up, darting out to help. Axl 
raises his brows but doesn't say anything, and offers you the bottle of jack. You shouldn't, you think, but its 
fuckin’ new year's eve and you don't really want to be here, you'd much rather be in bed, so you take it and 
knock it back. 

You hate whiskey. Burns your throat and fucks with your head too quick You'll drink it, but you don't like it. 


Steven whines in the background about hogging it, so you finish up and hand it back. Already, you feel a lot 
more equipped to deal with tonight. 


Duff and Slash come marching out into the living room with three bowls of chips, a bottle of vodka and a 
bottle of brandy. 


"There's beer in the kitchen," they say, and Axl's already in and out of the kitchen with a bottle of bud in his 
hand. 


Steven beckons you closer as Duff and Slash sit down and the five of you sit in a makeshift, patchwork circle. 


You set your guitar to one side. 

"What shall we play first?" Steven grins enthusiastically, taking a chip and balancing it on the tip of his tongue. 
‘Never have | ever," Duff declares, already working on the vodka. 

"Shit game," Axl comments, and Duff glances at him. 


"Then you won't mind if | go first," he bites out a crafty grin, "never have | ever taken a shower with the 


curtain open." 


Axl scowls. 


"You know," Duff comments, "because I'm not an exhibitionist and | completely understand that some people, in 


a house of five, are gonna need to piss." 


Axl snatches the vodka and takes a hard swig. "Never have | ever screamed like a girl when | caught sight of 


my friend's dick" 
"That's ‘cause you love lookin’ at dick" 
"Duff," Axl's face thunders. 


"What is it, dick-looker?" Duff peers, and you burst out laughing. You can't help it. Duff grins at the reaction, 


Steven dissolves into helpless giggles and Axl shoots you daggers. 


"Axl's right though, this game sucks ass," you comment, reaching out for the whiskey. Only the whiskey. 
"Anyone got a better one?" 


Slash peers down into the bottle of brandy. "Spin the bottle!" he sings, wiggling suggestively. 
"No thanks," Axl sniffs. 


"Who asked you, dick-looker?" Slash hiccups, and once again you snort. Steven bursts out again, leaning over to 
you for support and clutching his sides, and Duff grins in triumph. 


"Look," Axl leans forward on his knees, "it was a quick fuckin’ shower, | smelt bad, | needed to get in quick, 
didn't think about drawing the curtain an’ that's my mistake, right? But this fuckin’ freak-" he gestures with 
his thumb to Duff, "bursts the fuck in with zero notice, which | think is a little fucked. Anyway, | don't look at 
dick, so drop it." He sits back on his legs and crosses his arms, content with his argument. You, meanwhile, are 
attempting to work out the correlation. 


"Okay," Duff ignores him, "what's a better game?" 


"Let's guess each other's dick sizes," Steven questionably suggests as he emerges from the kitchen with two 


bottles of bud, one for you and one for him. You take it. 

"Axl will have an unfair advantage," you say aloud without thinking, and Slash and Duff cheer. 
"Fuck youl" Axl snaps. You're tipsy so you relish in it. 

Lets do that anyway,” Duff declares, leaning back against the wall, "Slash... five and a half inches." 


"Wait, wait," Slash waves his hands, "hard or soft?" 


"Hard," Steven says, to several raised brows. 

| stand by my answer," Duff babbles. 

"Thanks, Duff," Slash knocks back the brandy and wipes his mouth. “Axl, I'm gonna say you're a solid seven 
Axl blinks. "Wrong," Duff's voice rings out, and Axl shakes his head. 

"Literally," he breathes, "let's decide on an actual fuckin’ game that don't involve no dicks, please." 

"Truth or dare," you slur, waving a now empty whiskey bottle that you don't remember grabbing. 

"You bitch!" Steven is appalled. "That shit was so fuckin’ expensive!" 

He snatches the bottle from you and peers down into it, "unbelievable!" 


"Is a square bottle anyway, wouldn't work," Axl attempts to divert the conversation. You wave your empty 


beer instead and he raises his eyebrows. 
"So lets get goin!" Duff rubs his hands, "Forfeit is a five second liquor chug! Everyone cool with that?" 


Stevie grabs your bottle and hands it to Axl. "Ladies' first," he says, and Axl hits him across the head but 
takes the bottle nonetheless. It spins groggily on the carpet and lands on Slash. 


"Truth or dare?" Axl says sharply, taking the brandy from him and taking a sip. 
"Dare," Slash declares bravely as Duff coos over him. 
| dare you to look at Duff's dick," Axl tells him without a second's hesitation 


‘Motherfucker, no," Slash argues, "that won't make me a dick looker. That'll just make you a dick looker who 


makes.. other people fuckin’ look at dicks." 
"Then what's the big deal?" Axl counters. 


Slash pauses, Duff looks vaguely hurt in the background. Slash and Axl glare at each other for what seems like 
an eon, and then Slash finally growls out, "Duff, get your cock out" 


Axl sniggers and you raise your eyebrows, glancing over your beer out of sick curiosity as to whether or not 


Duff will cooperate, and also is it bigger than yours? 


Duff whines but unbuckles his belt nonetheless, and you feel sad when he pulls Slash into the kitchen 


The remaining three of you exchange glances. You're getting quite drunk and you make eye contact with Axl. 


Its long, awkward eye contact, so to make it less awkward you find yourself saying, "so dick-lookin’, huh?" 
Axl opens his mouth to retort when the two come stumbling back into the room. "Man, fuck you," Slash says 
to Axl as he sits down and reaches for the bottle. Duff blushes as he fiddles with his fly for the second time 


this evening but leaves his belt undone. 


"You been awful quiet this evening, Stradlin," Slash eyes you as he spins. You trail your tongue along your 
canines as the bottle comes to a slow by you, but ultimately stops on Steve. 


"Aint got nothin’ to say," you shoot back and Slash looks annoyed 

"Truth or dare, Stevie?" He asks bitterly. 

Steve shakes his head. "I don't wanna look at no dicks. Truth 

You laugh, and Slash looks defeated 

"Um." he looks around for inspiration "Uh, | don't know, who was the last girl you fucked?" 


"Chels from the Cathouse," then he looks pensive. "Actually, maybe it was Mindy. Or Jessica. Actually, maybe it 
wasn't the Cathouse aft all." 


"Try somethin’ that don't test his memory," you slur out, and Slash frowns. 


"He answered," Axl calls soothingly, stretching out along the ground, "and that's all that matters. Your turn, 
Steve." 


Stevie looks incredibly enthusiastic as he takes the bottle and spins it. It lands on you. 

"Better be fuckin’ good," you warn him. 

Stevie beams with pride. "Truth or dare, |zz?" 

You blink. You don't want to make it too easy for him but you kind of want to look at a dick. In the end, you 
decide against it. 

"Truth," you say, and everyone boos. 

"Boring," Axl's voice rings out and you flip him off. 


Steve looks worried all of a sudden. "Are you.. are you sure, lzz? That you don't want a dare?" 


You feel bad, but you stick to your guns. "Positive," you say sourly, sipping on some gin that you have no 


recollection of seeing, finding, pouring. 
"Okay, um," he glances around, truths are hard, "have you ever looked at anyone's dick?" 
You blink. Axl shouts profanities in the background. 


"Not on purpose," you lie. You look at Axl's cock every chance you get. Duff's too. Even Slash's. You're pretty 


sure Steven's voluntarily shown you his more than once. It's almost as if you like cock 

That's our secret though 

"Bullshit," Duff says, and you frown 

"What makes you say that?" 

‘Look at you, dark and broody, you're definitely the type of guy that locks at people while they're, like, pissing’ 
"Actually, that's Ax," Slash grins, proud of himself, and Axl shoves him into Duff 


"| don't look at nobody while they're pissin," you narrow your eyes. "You're the one going ‘round pissin’ in front 


of people." 
"Thank you!" Axl shouts out, exasperated. 
"Fuck you," two voices shout in Axl's direction, christ if you know whose. One of ‘em mighta been yours. 


"Stevie, ask him a different question," Duff demands, pointing erratically between the two of you. "This 


motherfucker's a damn cheat." 
"Duff, you can't make me retake a turn ‘cause you're moody that | don't wanna look at cock." 
"Damn right | can," he sulks. 


"You big fuckin’ baby,” you swirl the glass of gin, "you want me to pick dare? That gonna make you feel better 


about you gettin’ your dick out and waving it round like a goddamn radio antenna?" 

"Yeah!" Duff shouts, exasperated, 

Well, cant argue with that, can you? 

Axl narrows his eyes and leans over, taking you by the shirt. "Don't give him squat, Izz. Think of your dignity." 


You give him a quizzical look but nod sincerely, appreciative of his morale. 


"Enough of the strategising, Team Look at dicks, put your money where your mouth is," Slash shouts over. 
"If they're Team Look at dicks, what team are we?" Steven ponders aloud 

"You ain't in our team, Steven," Duff says, still not talking his eyes off you. 

"Yeah," Slash hiccups along. Steven pouts. 


"Fine, I'll be my own team," he says quietly, then thinks hard for a silent second. Then he smiles smugly. "Team 


Ten inch." 


"Do the team names have to be about cock?" Slash whines. Duff takes his hand, palm outstretched, and shoves 
Slash away. 


"No more distractions. Team Dick-looker-" 

"Look at dicks," Axl corrects, and you snort. 

"Team Look at dicks," Duff respectfully corrects himself, “truth or dare?" 

"Dare!" You and Axl shout. 

Duff's face turns smug. "I dare you to-" 

"Heyl" the lone member of Team Ten inch shouts out, "it ain't your fuckin’ turn, Duff!" 
"Shit, he's right, dude," Slash agrees, and Duff scowls. 

‘Motherfucker, Slash, go join his team then if you're gonna keep fucking me over.” 
"Team Ten inch? Don't mind if | do." 


"You sure you qualify?" you say without thinking, and Axl laughs spitefully. Slash simply flips you off and 


scoots closer to Stevie. 


"Hit us," you point lazily to Slash and Steve, your other hand clenched on the neck of the glass. Your world 
swirls, spirits aren't your friend, but Axl puts a stiff hand on your shoulder and steadies you. 


"We dare you to, uh," Slash trails off as Steve whispers in his ear. "Oh shit!" Slash raises his eyebrows. 


You look worriedly up at Axl, who's sat on his knees, towering over you with a hand on your shoulder. 


"Do your worst, you big bitches," you slur, and Axl hits you in the shoulder. 
Slash and Steven exchange more whispers and glances. 


"Hey, Team Four inch, itll be fuckin’ midnight by the time you pick somethin," Axl's deep voice vibrates 
through you. 


Slash launches a lighter in his direction. It hits you instead. 
Fuckin’ ow," you say. Everyone ignores you. 


Steve finally finishes whispering to slash, who has eyes wide as dinner plates. They nod to each other, and then 


Steven hops up, dances over your legs like a lovely little sprite, and jogs out of the room. 


"Where's he gone?" Axl questions. 


You look after him but can't see shit in the dark hall. 

Slash grins, "you'll see." 

"Sounds devious," Duff comments, "I wanna be on your team." 

Slash leans in curiously, "oh, so suddenly you ain't Too big for Team Ten inch, huh?" 

| can assure you," Duff grimaces, "| am definitely too big for Team Ten inch." 

You burst out laughing. So does Duff. 

"Hey, man, | can show you," he says jokingly, before he realises what he's said. 

Axls eyes flash dark. He points at Duff. "You fucking- fucking- dick-shower!" he shouts accusingly. 


However, nobody has time to pretend to be angry because Steve pads back into the room, holding something in 


his fuckin’ paws tight behind his back. 
You look up cautiously. 


"What have you got there, popcorn?" You murmur, looking him up and down. Your world is still spinning. Once 


again, Axl steadies you. You radiate against his hand. 
Steven gives you the worst shit eating grin you've ever seen in your life. 


"Well," he begins devilishly, tongue darting out, "the other week, before the show, | needed condoms, right? So - 


don't get mad - | was lookin’ round in the drawers in you guys' room." 


Your stomach flips. You've got no idea what he could have in his hands but it can't be good. 
"You guys wanna explain this to me?" Steven produces a small tube of lipstick 

At least it wasn't your fuckin’ Playguys. 

"Erin's," Axl says, quick as a fox. 


"Ain't never seen her wear this colour," Steven says thoughtfully, winding it up to reveal a deep oil red. Man, 


Stevie's evil. 


"That's ‘cause she left it here," Axl is stone faced. You glance over to Duff. He's on the edge of his seat. Slash 
is covering his whole mouth and trying not to laugh. 


"Well," Stevie beams, "guess she won't mind if | dare the two of you to stick it on now, right?" 


"Holy shit," Duff giggles. He's hauled himself over beside Slash. They cling to each other like kids, laughing like 


it's something scandalous. It ain't. Fuck Team Ten inch. 


You stand up, almost planting your entire body into Axl's face, wobbling like a goddamn scaffold in a hurricane, 
and you pluck the lipstick out of Steve's hand. You twist it up and apply it the best you can, drunk and without 


a mirror, and smack your lips together. Axl looks horrified, 
Duff and Slash are in hysterics. Steven looks quite impressed. 
"Suit me?" You say callously, dropping the tube into Axl's lap. 


"You could not pick a worse colour for yourself, zz," Duff comments. You grin, knowing full well that in your 
drunken state that you've got it on your teeth, and they fall apart again. When you look down, Axl's applying it 
sheepishly, and grimaces when he's finished. He throws the tube back to Steven. You sit there, two drunk 
young men with cowboy accents and awful gaudy red lips. You laugh at each other, and the others laugh at 


you. 


"Now truth or dare?" You sneer at them. 


Team Ten inch plus Duff, the collaboration, leave your eyes to huddle and discuss. You take the time to glance 
at Axl perched sensitively on your left, and he looks at you back. You lean in inconspicuously and whisper hot in 


his ear, "that colour looks good on you." 


Its almost a lie, because it's a horrible fucking colour, which is exactly how you know its not Erin's. But Axl in 


lipstick is turning you the fuck on 


He looks at you alarmed and opens his mouth to inevitably tell you off, until Team Fifteen centimetres turn 


around with Duff as their designated spokesman. 

"Truth," he says diplomatically, and chaos descends on the group. 

You and Axl scream bloody murder. How dare they pick one of the two options you gave them? 
"Pussies!" Axl slams accusations. "Fuckin! cowards!" 


"The game's called fuckin’ truth or dare, Axl," Slash deadpans, taking a sip of his beer and tipping it towards the 
two of you. 


"Truth or dare," Axl scoffs, "loosely translated: pussy out or man up." 

"Nah, nah," Duff shakes his head, "who knows what sick shit you'd have us doing to each other, dick-looker?" 
You nod, its a fair point. But Axl is bright red. 

Fuckin’ assholes, think I'd be any worse than this shit?" He gestures to your mouths. You smirk 
"Damn fuckin’ right!" Duff bellows. "Shits sake, Ax, you'd be makin’ us eat dog food or some shit!" 
"Aint that the fun of it though?" You chime in. 

Duff looks at you like you're stupid. "Eating dog food?" 

"The anticipation," you blink, leaning over. Axl's hand steadies you again. 

Duff shakes his head. "Nah, sorry, fuck that.” 

"You're a little bitch, Duff,” Axl thunders. 

This faux fight taking place right now is all because of the dick-looking fiasco from earlier, you know it. 
"Oh, am |?" 

"Damn right! Man up! Pick fuckin’ dare!" 


"No, you know what, fuck you!" Duff shouts. "Put your money where your mouth is, dicklooker! Truth or 


dare?!" 


"Darel" Axl yells without thinking. 


| dare you to- to kiss Izzy," he shouts, and everyone freezes. "For a minute. Properly. In front of us." 

Axl blinks, and it takes you a minute to register what was said. When you do, you nearly go into cardiac arrest. 
"What?" Axl blinks again. 

"Kiss Izzy, that's your dare." 

“And if | won't?" 


"You forfeit," Steven says, "and you look like a big pussy ass bitch. You know. Like we were for not doing a 


dare." 


"But I'm changing the forfeit!" Duff interjects, and everyone looks at him. "If you forfeit, then l'm telling 


everyone we know that you looked at my dick" 

Axl looks at Duff incredulously. 

"What?" 

"You heard me. 

Axl turns to you. "You don't think this is fucked up?" 

Do you? You don't know. 

"It is a little fucked," you say, hoping it's the right answer. 

"Izzy don't even know where the fuck he is right now," Slash counters, and you hate that he's right 
"For the sake of auld lang syne, Izz," Duff smirks. 


Axl throws a fit. No way, no way, how dare you, fuckin' punk bitch, Im not gay, | don’t look at dicks, how dare you 


come and piss in front of me- 


You rub your head and catch Steve lookin at you and you know he knows what you're thinking. It'd just be 


easier to- 
"Axl," you say, "shut the fuck up and get over here." 


For one of the only times tonight you're not met with boos, but cheers from your drunken bandmates. Except 


for Axl, of course, who looks at you like you've grown a second head. 


"Are you out of your goddamn mind?" He asks. 

"Just get it over with," you snap, "I can't be assed with any more bitchin’ from either of you." 
"l ain't kissin’ you, Izz, sorry," he shakes his head furiously. 

"No skin off my back, dick-looker," you shoot back, and he looks astounded. 


He looks between you and a sniggering Duff and Slash, then back to you, to Steven briefly, then back to you 
then Duff and then to you. 


And he stops on you. 

"How long you said it's gotta be?" he asks Duff, eyes still on you. 

Slash and Steven whoop at the top of their lungs. 

"A minute," Duff says evilly. 

Axl looks like he's going to be sick. "If this gets out anywhere I'll fuckin’ hand fuckin’ murder all of you." 

"You have our word, Ax." 

And with that, he turns to you, properly placing his hands on your shoulders, face stiff in a sort of respect. 
"Sorry if | taste like shit," you offer, and he scoffs. 


"Least of my worries," he says, and you're about to say something back when his entire tongue is shoved into 


your mouth. 


All you hear is claps, cheers and white noise. You scramble, looking for somewhere to put your hands, 


eventually placing them on Axl's head, trying to stop yourself from falling over. 
Aw, fuck. 
This ain't how you wanted this to happen. 


But shit, his mouth is soft as fuck, it's so awkward though. He won't move against you. All you can hear are 


jeers and all you can feel is Axl's hand stiff in your shirt, balled tight. 
But then you feel his tongue slide along your bottom lip. You do the same, and his whole body relaxes. 


"You guys are the dare kings!" Steven cries, and you can hear him and Slash in absolute hysterics. 


You don't care. 


Axl pulls away from you and tells them to fuck off, you bags of fuckin’ jizz and then you pull him back into you. 
Need to finish the minute. But you doubt Duff's counting. 


Axl loses his balance and falls into you slightly, sending you back a bit, and you grab onto his face to steady 
yourself. 


It wasn't until you put your hand on Axl's chest that he pulled away, looking horrified. For a second you were 
so away in your own blissful world that you had no idea where you were, and looking round at your bandmates 
you have a horrible realisation. That same look of horror is plastered on their faces too. And deep oily red is 
plastered all over Axl's. Probably yours, too. 

But you're still looking at Axl, who's still looking at you and his eyes are dark, that same dark when he sees 
those beautiful girls in the Cathouse. Does he want you? You dont know, but you want him. Oh shit, are you- 
you can't glance down without giving it away. 

"Was that a minute?" You call out to Duff, not really asking, still looking at Axl who's swallowing hard. 

"Don't think it matters-" Duff goes to say, but he's cut off by Axl shoving you in the chest hard. 

"What the fuck was that," he thunders, but his eyes are still dark. 


"Motherfucker, that wasn't nobody else's tongue | felt in there so go fuck yourself," you strike back, voice low. 
The vultures can still hear you. 


He slams his hands either side of you as he shoves his face into yours. "Are you fucking kidding me?" he 
hisses. 


You take your hand and lazily shove him away. Not here, man. Keep your cool. 
Axl composes himself, takes the gin off you and stands up. He looks Duff in the eye. 


"Did your dumb fuckin’ dare," he snaps, "and you're a coward for picking truth.’ Then he walks through to your 
bedroom and slams the door. 


Jesus. 


You sit uncomfortably for a few more seconds, allowing extra time for your drunk ass brain to process what's 


just happened. 


"You should've just picked dare," you say lazily in Duffs direction, with a mouth that's still covered in smeared 


red lipstick, to which he tells you very sternly to shut the fuck up. 
"| mean, credit where it's due," Stevie muses, looking you up and down, "well done, man" 


"Why are you congratulating him on doing something he does all the damn time?" Slash counters, to which you 
almost nod because you think he just meant kissing or kissing men. Which he doesn't. 


"Shut the fuck up," you snap. "Ain't none a' y'all gonna be dealing with the fuckin’ backlash from this shit so 
shut the fuck up." 


"Is he a good kisser?" Steven asks. 
"He's-" you stop and think. "He's wet" You scratch your head. Steven snorts. 


"Information | never knew | needed," Duff chortles, knocking back his drink and hauling himself up to get a new 


one. You wonder if you should check on Axl. Sensibly, you shouldn't. 


"| need to piss," you announce grumpily, standing up and steadying yourself. You point accusingly at the other 


three before you leave. "Nobody look at my dick" 

"Scout's honour," Duff mock salutes you, handing Slash another beer while Steven plays with the TV - he 
wants to watch Dick Clarke. Every goddamn year, regardless of where you are, he wants to watch Dick fuckin’ 
Clarke. 

You leave the living room of the apartment and close the door behind you. You can hear someone tell someone 
else that he’s gone fo play a bit more. You kick the door so hard you thought you'd put your foot through it, 
and the collision echoes throughout the apartment. 

They comment that they think he heard us 

You shove your hands in your pockets and stand in the dark of the hall, cursing. Then you bang on Axl's door. 
"Its me," you call through. 

He ignores you. You bang again. 

You hear a huff and a shuffle of feet, and then the door opens the tiniest crack. He sticks his head out. 


"What?" he bites out. 


"Just wonderin’ if you were okay," you narrow your eyes. If he's going to be a little bitch then he can go the 
fuck to hell. 


"Peachy," he snaps. 

He goes to close the door. You slam your arm in the way. 

"Are you jacking off?" you ask him. 

He nearly snaps you in half getting the door shut. 

You decide to leave it. Instead, you piss and return to Slash and Steve who are both enthralled with Dick 


Clarke's New Year's Rockin’ Eve - which they've affectionately rebranded Dick Cocks New Year's Cockin' Eve and 
thought it was the funniest thing in the world - and instead opt to join Duff on the shitty little veranda for a 


cig. 


"Happy new year, Stradlin," he says when you approach him, handing you his cigarette and lighting up a new 


one. 


"Still got another ten minutes to go, McKagan," you take a drag, throwing your arms over the balcony and 
looking over the city. Some fireworks are going off already. 


"Already new year's day in England," he comments, ever the fuckin’ know-it-all 
‘So we'll see them on the other side," you shrug. He laughs. 

"How's his majesty?" 

"Don't know. Went fo piss, | told you" 


"Felt so fuckin’ good getting him like that though," Duff shakes his head and chuffs away. "Wouldn't've dragged 
you into it, man, but holy shit" 


"L can see the appeal," you chuckle. 

The two of you stand there for a minute or two, smoking in fine silence. 

"Did you enjoy it?" Duff asks you finally. 

You stay quiet for a hot sec. 

‘| can see the appeal,” you croak, flashing a tiny, bittersweet smile. 

"Yeah, you still haven't wiped that shit off your mouth," he pokes at your lips and you shove him off. 


"IIl be kissin’ you next if you don't fuck off," you warn, finishing off the red tinted cig and stubbing it out 


under your boot. You stay out in the cold regardless. "Did you really show Slash your cock?" 
"Fuck off, Stradlin." 


"Bite me," you frown. You hear a door open and you glance behind you, seeing Axl walk into the living room 


moodily. You smack the balcony and look at Duff. 


"You having another?" you look at Duff's cigarette. He shakes his head, but Slash steps out for a joint and he 
changes his mind. 


"Ill be in in a sec," he says to you, "you go ahead." 

You reluctantly begin to head into the living room but stop and look at Duff, lowering your voice. 

"Dare you to kiss him when the ball drops," you hiss. 

He looks down at you, and smokes away. 

"Ill take a forfeit," he says dryly. You smirk. 

"Huh?" Slash wasn't paying attention. Duff waves him away, and they light up the joint. 

Axl's sprawled on the couch, staring lifeless into Dick Clarke's eyes. He glances up when you walk in half smiling. 
"Fuck's up with you?" he asks. 

You shake your head and Steve pats you on the back as he pads into the kitchen in search of any more liquor. 
"Sit down," Axl gestures with the remote, moving his legs up to make room. 

You do as you're told. 

"Sorry about before," he says. He's washed off the lipstick. 

"No worries, me too," you shrug. 

You can hear Duff and Slash laugh from outside. You turn your head to Axl and he meets your eye. 

"Was the lipstick yours?" You ask, narrowing your eyes. 

"Maybe," he says, disinterested. "Feel free to borrow it" 


He knows you're drunk so he doesnt care, he knows you'll forget by tomorrow. 


You open your mouth to egg him on, but then he sits upright. 


"Hey, the balls dropping," he says, and you start laughing all over again. You can't help it. You're childish. He 


rolls his eyes, and bangs on the window. "Assholes, one minute to go!" 
Slash and Duff march inside, giggling and stinking of pot like teenagers. 


You all gather round the TV, counting down the seconds. The ball starts dropping - damn, Izzy, don't fuckin’ 
start again - and you're in the last ten seconds. 


The guys chant it down. 
And then it's 1985. 


"Happy New Year!" Steven screams, picking up the empty bottle of jack and climbing on the couch, ready to 
conduct the screaming choir. 


"Should all acquaintance be forgot-" they all start up and return to the balcony, cheering into the streets, 
screeching Auld Lang Syne to the poor people of Hollywood, 


You're about to join in when Axl's fist balls in your shirt and you fully believe he's going to give you a New 
Year's punch, when he shoves you into the kitchen and kisses you deeply, ramming his hips into yours, pulling 
on your hair. Then he pulls away so strictly and sharply afterwards and looks you right in the eye. Can't be 
kissin’ nobody at midnight, right? 


"For Auld Lang Syne, my dear," he sings soft and lovely, linking up with the voices screaming outside, “for auld 


lang syne." 


Then he makes his way outside, still eyeing you, and leaves you alone and half hard in the kitchen shoved 
against the unit. 


